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But mine (hall be a comfort to your Age, 
The lofle you bane, is but a Sonne being King, 
And by that lofle,your Daughter is made Queenc* 
I cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept fuch kindneflc as I can. 
Dorjet your Sonne, that with a fearfullfoule 
Leads difcontented fteppes in Forraine foyle, 
This faire Alliance, quickly fhall call home 
To high Procnotions,and great Dignity. 
The King that calks your beauteous Daughter Wife, 
Familiarly (hall call thy ^r/^Brothcr : 
Againe fhall you be Mother to a King : 
And all the Ruines of diftreflcfull Times, 
Repayr'd with double Riches of Content. 
What? we haue many goodly dayes to fee : 
The liquid drops of Teares that you haue /hed, 
Shall come againe, transform'd to Orient Pearlc, 
Aduantaging their Loue,with intcreft 
Of ten-times doable gainc of happinefle. 
Go then (my Mother) to thy Daughter go, 
Make bold her bafbfull yeares, with your experience, 
Prepare her eares to heare a Wocrs Tale. 
Put in her tender heart, th'afpiring Flame 
Of Golden Soueraignty : Acquaint the Princefle 
With thefweet filent houres of Maniageioyes: 
And when this Armc of mine hath chaftifed 
The petty Rebcl^dull-brain'd ^Buckingham, 
Bound with Triumphant Garlands will I come, 
And leade thy daughter to a Conquerors bed : 
To whom I will retaile my Conqueft wonne, 
And {he flialbe fole Vi&ore{Te,C4!/^\f Ctfar. 

Qu. What were I beft to fay, her Fathers Brother 
Would be her Lord ? Or (hall I fay her Vnkle ? 
Or he that flew her Brothers,and her Vnkles ? 
Vndcr what Title fhall I woo for thee, 
That God,the Law,my Honor,and her Loue, 
Can make feeme pleating to her tender ycarcs? 

Rich. Tnferrc faire Englands peace by this Alliance, 
Qu^ Which fhe fliall purchafe with ftil lafting warre. 
RicL Tell her,the King that may command, intreats. 
Qu. That at her hands, which the kings King forbids. 
Rich. Say fhe fliall be a High and Mighty Queene. 
j£u. To vaile the Title,as her Mother doth* 
Rich. Say I will loue her eucrlaftingly. 
Qu. But how long fhall that title euer laft ? 
Rich* Sweetly in forcc,vnto her faire Hues end. 
Qu. But how long,faireIy fhall her fwcet life laft ? 
Rich. As long as Heauenand Nature lengthens it, 
Qu. As long as Hell and RickirdWkes of it. 
I\tch. Say,I her Soueraigne,am her Subiefl low. 
Qu. But (he your Snbied:,lothes fuch Soueraignty. 
J^ch. Bs eloquent in my behalfe to her. 
Qift An honeft tale fpecdsbeftjbeing plainly told. 
Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my louing tale. 
Qu. Plaine and not honeft,is too harrh a ftyle. 
Rich. Your Rcafons ate too flhal!ow,and to quicke. 
git. O no* my Reafons are too dcepe and dead, 
Too deepe and dead (poore Infants )\n their graues,' 
Harpe on it ftill fhall I.till heart-ftrings breakc. 

Rtch. Harpe not on that firing Madam, that is paft. 
Now by my Georgcmy Gartcr,and my Crowne. 
Qu. prophan'd, diflionor'd,and the third vfurpc. 
Rich. I fwearc- 

<$u. By nothing, for this is no Oath : 
' Thy George prophan'd, hath loft his Lordly Honor j 
Thy Garter blemiflVd, pawn'd his Knightly Vcrtue ; 


Thy Crowne vfurp'd, difgrae'd his Kinoi v 
lf fomcthing thou would'ft fwcare to be Sefc ^' 
Swcare then by fomcthing, that thou haft n CU ^ 
Rich. Then by my Sclfe. 0t Wr °ng*<!, 

Qu. Thy Sclfe,is felfe-mifvsU 
Rich. Now by the World. 

Jgu. Tis full ofthyfoule wrongs, 
Rich. My Fathers death* 

Quy Thy life hath it diftionor'd, 

%ich. Why then,by Heaucn. 

Qu. Heanens wrong is moft of all: 
If thou didd ft feare to breakc an Oath with h' 
The vnity the King my husband made, ^ 
Thou had'ft not broken, nor my Brothers died 
If thou had'S fear'd to breake an oath by him 
Th'l mperiall mcttall, circling now thy head ' 
Had grae'd the tender temples of my Chile) 5 
And both the Princes had bene breathing heere 
Which now two tender Bed-fellowcs for duft ' 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for WorW 
What can'ft thou fwearc by now. 

Rtch. The time to come. 

That thou haft wronged in the tim c orc-paft. 
Fori my fclfe haue many teares to wafli ' 
Heereafter time, for time paft,wrong'd by thee 
The Children liue, whole Fathers thou haft flauehtcr'd 
Vngouern'd youth, to waile it with their age: 1 1 
The Parents liue,whofc Children thou haft butchct'd 
Old barren Plants, to waile it with their Age. ' 
S weare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifvs'd ere vs'd, by times ill-vs'd repaft. 

Rich. As I emend to profper,and repent : 
So thriue J in my dangerous Affayres 
Of hoftile Armcs : My felfe, my (elfc confound : 
Heauenand Fortune barre me happy houre$: 
Day,yeeld me not thy light; nor Night,thy reft, 
Be oppofite all Planets of good luckc 
To my proceeding, if with deerc hearts loue, 
Immaculate deuotion,holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter, 
In her, conlifts my Happincfle 5 and thine : 
Without her, followes to my fclfe, and thte j 
Her fclfe, the Land,and many a Chriftian fouls. 
Death, Defolation,Ruine,and Decay : 
It cannot be auoyded, but by this \ 
It will not be auoyded/out by this. 
Therefore deare Mother (I muft call you fo) 
Be the Atturney of my loue to her : 
Pleadc what I will be, not what I haue becne; 
Not my deferts,but what I will defcrue : 
Vrgc the Neceffity and ftatc of times, 
And be not peeuifli found,in great Dcfigncs. 

Qu* Shall I be tempted of the Diuel thus? 

Rich. LiftheDiuell tempt you to do good. 

£>u. Shall I forget my felfcto be my fclfe. 

Rtch. I,if your felfes remembrance wrong your fclfe 

£ht. Yet thoudidftkil my Children. 

Rich. But in your daughters wombe I bury th«ro. 
Where in that Neft of Spiccry they will breed 
Sclucs of themfelues, to your rccomforturc. 

J£u. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 

Rich. And be a happy Mother by the deed. 

gu. I go,write to me very (horrly, 
And you /Sal vnderftand from me her mind. Ex**. 

Rich. Bearc her my true loues kifle,and fo farewell 
Relenting Foole,and (hallo w-chaoging Woman. 
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Stan. They haue not been comniandcd,mighty King 


Your Highncffe told me I fiiould poftc before. 


Enter Ratcli ft. 

Moft might' ie Soueraigne.on the Wcftctnc Coaft 
i Aetb a puisne Nauie : to our Shores 
R „ many doubtfull hollow-hearted friends, 
,Jd and vnrefolu'd to beat them backe. 
l^rhoueht.that Richmond is their Admirall : 
S there they bulLexpefting but the aide 
Z narkiwhamxo welcome them alhore. 
rfAo^Hght-foot friend poft to ^ Duke of Norfolk; 

fit. Hcrc,my good Lord. 
<mck Cdtestyt flye to the Duke. 
at. I will>my Lord.with all conuenicnt hafte. 
Rich. ^r/^rcomchithcr,poftc to Salisbury: 
When thou com'ft thither; Dull vnmindfull Villaine, 
Why ftay'ft thou h'crc 3 and go'ft not to the Duke ? ■ 
c I # Firft,r»ighty Liege.tell me your Highncffe plcaiure, 
What from your Grace I fliall deliucr to him. 

Rich. O true,good ^/<?/^;,bid him leuie ftraight 
The grcateft ftrengthand power that he can make, 
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury. 

Cat. I g© c * ^ xtU ' , 

Ut. What, may it plcafe you, {hall I doe at Saiis- 

^Itlh. Why, what would'ft thou doe there, before I 
goe? 

Hich. My minde is chang'd : 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Swlej> what newes with you ? 
$M.None>good my Liege,to pleafe you with y hearing, 
Nor none fo bad,but well may be reported. 

Rich. Hoyday ; aRiddIc 3 neithergood nor bad; 
What necd'ft thou runne fo many miles about, 
When thou may eft tell thy Tale the neereft way ? 
Onccmore,what newes ? 
Start. Richmond is on the Seas. 
Rich. There let him finke,and be the Seas on him s 
White-liuer'd Runnagate,what doth he there ? 
Stan. I knownot,mightie Soueraigne,but by guefle. 
Rich. Well,as you gueffe. 

Stan. Stirr'd vp by Dorfet /Bucfyngham^nd Morton, 
He makes for England,hcre to clayme the Crowne. 

Rich. Is the Chayre emptie ? is the Sword vnfway'd ? 
Is the King dead ? the Empire vnpolTeft ? 
What Hcirc of Torke is there aliue,but wee ? 
And who is Englands King,but great Tories Hcirc ? 
Then tell me,what makes he vpon the Seas ? 
Stan. Vnlefle for tha^myLiegc,! cannot guefle. 
Rich. Vnlefle for that he comes to be vour Liege, 
You cannot guefle wherefore the Wclchman comes. 
Thou wilt rcuolt,and flye to him,I feare. 
Stan. No,my good Lord,thereforc miftruft me not. 
Rich. Where is thy Power then,to beat him back i 
Where be thy Tenants,and thy followers ? 
Are they not now vpon the Weflerne Shore, 
Safe-candufting the Rebels from their Shippes ? . 

Stan. No, my good Lord, my friends arc in the 
North. 

l ich ' C ° ld fricmls tomc * w ^at do they in the North, 
When they fhould feruc their Soucraigne in the Weft ? 


Pleafcth your Maieftic to giue mc leauc, 
lie muftcr vp my fricnds,and meet your Grace, 
Whcrc,and what timc your Maieftic (ball pleafe. 

Rich. I,thou would'ft be gone,to ioyne with Richmond: 
But He not truft thee. 

Stan. Moft mightic Soucraigne, 
You haue no caufc to hold my friendfihip doubtfull, 
I neuer was a nor ncuer will be falfe. 

Rich. Goc thcn,and mufter men: but leaue behind 
Your Sonne George Stanley ; looke your heart be firaie, 
Or elfe his Heads aflurance is but frailc. 

Stan. So dealc with him,as I prouc true to you. 

Exit Stanley* 

EnteraUMeJfenger. 

Mejf. My gracious Soucraignc,now in Deuonfliire, 
As I by friends am well aduertifed, 
Sir Edward fourtney 7 znd the haughtie Prelate, 
Bifliop of Exeter 3 his cider Brother, 
With many moc Confedcrates,arc in Armes. 

Enter another ^Mejfenger. 

Mejf. In Kent,my Liege,tbc Guilfords are in Armes, 
And euery houre more Competitors 
Flocke to the Rebels,and their power growes ftrong. 

Enter another UMeffenger. 

Mejf. My Lord,thc Armie of great Buckingham. 

F^ch. Out on ye,0 wle$,nothing but Songs of Death, 

Heftriketh him. 
Thcre,take thou that,till thou bring better newc$» 

Mejf. The newes I haue to tell your Maieftic, 
Is,that by hidden Floods,and fall of Waters, 
Tuckinghams Armie is difpers'd and fcattcr'd, 
And hehimfelfcwandrcd away alone, 
No man knowes whither. 

Rich. I cry thee mercic : 
There is my Purfe,to cure that Blow of thine. 
Hath any well-aduifed friend proclaym'd 
Reward to him that brings the Trayror in ? 

Mejf. Such Proclamation hath been made^my Lord. 

Enter another Uiieffenger. 

Mejf. Sir Thomas Louell>md Lord Marqucfle Dorfet, 
'Tis faid ? my Licge,in Yorkcftiirc are in Armes : 
But this good comfort bring I to your Highncflc, 
The Brittaine Nauie is difpers'd by Tempcft* 
Richmond in Dorfetftilre fent out a Boat 
Vnto the ftiore,to askc thofe on the Banks, 
If they were his Afliftants, yea,or no ? 
Who anfwcfd him,they came from "Buckingham, 
Vpon his partie : he miftrufting them, 
Hoys'd faylc,and made his courfc againe for Brittaine, 

Rich. March on,march on,fincc we arc vp in Armes, 
If not to fight with forraine Enemies, 
Yet to beat downe thefe Rebels here at home* 

Enter Catesby. 


Cat. My Liegc,the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That is the beft newes ; that the Earle of Richmond 
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